A smell of thyme is in the languorous wind,
A paler blue pervades the tepid air,
I strive to find the lice within my shirt
And give it up as the wind rises.

A bird is singing somewhere in the wood,
Outpouring from the heart its youth and gladness ;
Fiercely a bullet whistles past my ear
And, in the nick of time, I duck my head.

No, I can't do it; nothing will come of it. I
feel like a marmot in this cold and would like to
hibernate. I have lost all zest in things. I can't
read. I don't even feel like playing chess with
Domela : the mental effort is too great. Like an
animal, all I can do is to lie in wait for my food that
should arrive at seven o'clock, and hope it will not
have turned too cold on the way.

We used to cry shame on the turf huts of the
Drente heath. They are palaces, however, com-
pared with what we have here. Even the lot of
the cave-men was better than this. One feels they
would have scorned to live in a shelter, where water
rises from the ground, with a gas-mask on that
makes one's head feel like bursting after an hour.
Besides, they had their wives and children with
them, they ate roast haunch of venison and drank
beer, even though it might be out of the skulls of
the defeated foe. What we eat and drink is primarily
mud.